THE   NEW   MONGOLIA

I explained.

"Well," he observed doubtfully, "if the thing
can really do what you say I'll accept it. But first
you must prove that you are speaking the truth."

Turning to my Mongolian friend, who was watching
the proceedings from the entrance, he said:

"Call my adjutant/'

When the adjutant arrived the old warrior told him
in a few words that sounded like the crack of a whip,
to sit down and be shaved. The adjutant made a
wry face; he seemed to have little faith either in me
or in my instrument.

"Get on with it!" snapped the Said, handing me
the razor.

I lathered the young man's face, an operation that
seemed to frighten him, then stropped the razor and
began to shave him. Those present in the tent watched
my movements with widened eyes, a sign of great
wonderment with the almond-eyed Mongolians.
When my work was finished I held my pocket-mirror
in front of the adjutant.

"All right, all right," he said, beaming at his
reflection with immense satisfaction.

That took a load off my mind; to have failed with
that shave would have been catastrophic for me.

The Said immediately sent for his steward, who
approached him bowing and scraping.

"Give this man tenjw \&gin is about a pound and
a half] of flour," he ordered.

Then he turned to me.

"All right, I believe you.  I believe you that you